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Summary:
Another assassin came. In the middle of the fucking night, again!

But this one knows a bit more about them. Scratch that--a LOT more about them. Stuff about them that they didn't even know themselves!

Well... they just couldn't let that slide, could they?

Notes:
How's it going everyone

Since the release of Chapter 2, the fanfiction scene for this game has reached new heights. Having experience in this field, an idea wormed its way into my head, and so, I got to writing.

Proooobably won't be much like most other fics on this fandom though... OH WELL!

(See the end of the work for more notes.)

Chapter 1: Nine Inches
Chapter Text
“THEY’RE HERE!”

Andrew’s consciousness snapped back into his body as Ashley violently thrusted his shoulders.

“Wh—What? Now!? AGAIN!?” He threw his sister off of him and sat up to face her.

“YES! Come on, we gotta get the hell outta here! Where’s the money!?”

“Wh—This is the middle of NOWHERE, Ashley! If we drive away, we’ll pass right by them!”

“Well it was YOUR idea to get this shack in the center of the fucking forest!”

“Yeah, but I thought we were careful! You told me they wouldn’t send another assassin!”

“Well what the fuck do you wanna do!? You wanna pretend that the dream was just a fake vision and end up DEAD!?”

“Fine! Look, look, let’s just hide in the forest and wait for them to enter the house. We can sneak up on him while—” 

“He’s got a GUN, Andrew, how the hell are we gonna—“

“Wait, wait, he’s got a gun now? The last one only had a few knives!”

“Yeah, and look how well THAT turned out for them!”

“Alright, fine, fine! We’ll hide behind the door and just—“

“The first fucking thing anyone does in an assassin’s situation is quickly open the door and draw the gun! I’m not hauling your ass to the hospital for a gunshot wound when we KNOW he’s coming!”

“Alright, LOOK! If you’ve got such snarky comebacks to anything I say, what’s YOUR bright idea!?”

The two’s banter came to a screeching halt. Ashley just stared into space for a moment before turning away to properly think.

They couldn’t just escape though the forest, they’d get lost. Or even worse, chased. Any alternate defense that she could think of was instantly shot down. Whoever this guy was, he was scarier than the last one.

“Sacrifice.” a burst of insight had been gifted to her.

“You want us to sacrifice!?” Andrew questioned.

“Well it’s not like YOU have any better ideas!” she shot back. 

Andrew just groaned. “We need blood, you know that right?”

“Cut yourself.”

Andrew’s groans grew even louder. “Why is it always ME!?”

“You eat more than I do! You’re bulkier!”

“That doesn’t— oh, for God’s sake…”

He pulled out his cleaver, turned around, and rolled up his sleeve. A brief groan of pain exited his system before he took the blood and started smearing it in a circle.

“Come ON, I don’t know how much time we have!” she yelled at him.

“This would be going a lot faster if you were helping here instead of moaning with your bitch mouth!”

“I already told you, I—“

“Oh just shut the hell up!” he shot up and stormed towards her, grabbing her by the arm.

“H—Hey!” she tried to protest, but he was already cutting through her skin.

She flinched as a wave of pain shot through her system. “OW! Easy, dammit!”

“I’m cutting your FUCKING arm open, what part of that’s gentle!?”

She gritted her teeth as the blood quickly began to ooze down her arm. She wasted little time in kneeling down and finishing the circle Andrew had started. After a while, it was done. The thing was far from perfect and anything but uniform, but it looked good enough. Hopefully.

“Ok, we need candles and runes!” Ashley declared.

“Candles!? We don’t have any fucking candles!” Andrew shot. “Why the hell didn’t you say anything about candles!?”

“Andrew, we’ve ALWAYS had fucking candles in the rituals! Why did you agree to setting up the ritual if we don’t have any fucking candles!?”

“Why did YOU suggest the fucking idea in the first place if you didn’t even know if we had everything we needed!”

“Well EXCUSE ME for being a little stressed out when we’re, y’know, ABOUT TO FUCKING DIE!”

“Alright, CIGARETTES! We’ll just fucking use cigarettes! That demon will just have to do without a proper setup!”

“Fine! Go get them, and I’ll cut runes into the floor or something!”

They both got to it. Andrew couldn’t resist hitting one or two of the cigarettes before placing four of them next to the runes. Speaking of the runes, cutting into the wooden floor was a lot harder than it looked. The complex star pattern wasn’t helping either. 

“Alright, done!” Ashley exclaimed. 

“You call that a fucking star!? That just looks like a circle and a few squiggly lines!”

“Well he’s gonna have to settle for now! Point is, it’s done!”

“Alright, now—“

The sound of rolling wheels sounded softly outside.

“Shit!”

The two practically dashed into the closet and slammed it shut as quietly as they could. The chaotic banter between the two was slowly replaced by an eerie silence. For an uncomfortable amount of time, the air was filled with nothing but Ashley’s slowly destabilizing breathing.

“Shh!”

She glared at Andrew.

“Shhh!

“SHHHH!”

“SHHHHH!”

He threw her into his arms and clamped down hard on her mouth and nose. She hasn’t breathed in, so trying to hold her breath wasn’t working. She thrashed a little in his arms, and he let go of her nose just long enough to take a breath in.

Steps on the front porch.

The area was brutally quiet. Whoever was outside, they sure were taking their sweet merry time. She wasn’t sure which one she wanted to happen first: the verdict of whether or not their ritual circle worked, or her eventual asphyxiation.

Scratch that, she would MUCH rather pass out. She really didn’t want to know what happened next. Was this their end? Have their whole lives just been leading up to dying together in a closet in the middle of nowhere? 

The doorknob clicked.

They were about to find out.

They heard the fool squeal open along with fabric rustling, probably the attacker drawing their gun.

At first, nothing.

Then, the loudest roar any of them had ever heard boomed from the living room, making the twins jump. From the minuscule opening in the doorway, they observed a blood red glow coming from outside of the closet.

“OH GOD!” a female’s voice shouted.

A barrage of explosions blasted from the house, so loud that Ashley’s ears started ringing. The sound of wood splitting in half shoved itself ahead of each and every booming noise currently attacking their ears as a gunshot fired through the closet and out the other end, narrowly missing the pair by around nine inches.

Ashley squeaked in shock as she threw her side to the commotion in an automatic reaction. Andrew tightened his grip on her as he came scarily close to letting out a yelp of terror.

All this happened in a fraction of a second. What followed next was a sound only comparable to throwing cold water onto a burning stovetop. The sound hung in the air for a couple seconds before it too faded away. 

A couple more seconds, and the loudest draft of wind known to man sounded for a brief moment. Then, the red glow went away, and there was silence.

Neither of them moved for what felt like ages. Did the assassin kill the demon? She didn’t know if they had bodies or not. Could they feel pain? Did the demon just not sacrifice anything at all? It’s not like it said “yOu cAN CoME oUT NoW” after presumably doing the deed. 

The pain in her lungs was becoming less and less bearable. But Andrew was holding her so tightly that there was no way he’d let go until he was certain that they were in the clear.

Thirty seconds had passed since the last noise. Or had it only been ten? They didn’t hear movement, heavy breathing, footsteps, anything. Were they dead?

Andrew’s thought process seemed to match with hers. He slowly let go of Ashley’s body and allowed her to breathe again. She took a deep gasp in and struggled to regain control of her breathing. She felt a punch in the chest as she gave an alarmingly loud dry cough.

Well, the cat was out of the bag now. Please be dead please be dead please be dead please be dead please be—

She opened the door.

DEAD!

They both let out a massive sigh of relief. She could hear Andrew’s breathing, which had been absent as well during the whole ordeal, and he wasn’t faring any better than her trying to breathe.

She couldn’t look away from the assassin’s dead body. His— Or rather her— image had been etched into Ashley's mind since her eyes flew open. She really thought they were gonna die in that house.

But suck it, loser! Your ass got killed instead, bitch! 0-2 for assassins!

Ashley’s body gave up as she practically collapsed sideways in the closet. Her chest hurt, her face ached, her arm burned, her bones throbbed.

Andrew half-collapsed down next to her. Her hip began to feel damp from the blood on his arm leaking onto her.

He was too tired to move it. She was too tired to care.